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2 © The Publiſter's Epiſtle to the T8 
Courteous Reader, | ONT 
T HE following Poem waspreſent- 
ed me about a.year ago ; and (as 
it appears by the Author's Epiſtle to. 
.me) was deſigned.only for my Pri- 
vate Divertiſement : But numerous . 
Draughts being diſpers'd: abroad, by 
the Unworthineſs of a Gentleman IL 
| Truſted it withal; I was more eaſily 
perſwaded to Publiſh the Original, to 
prevent the Inconveniencies of a Sur= 
Teptitious Copy, which, without my 
Allowance was deſigned for the Preſs. 
The Author being out of England, T. 
would notventure to ſet his Name to _ 
{ - it; nor have Tpreſumed thus far,with= 
| out extraordinary regret; not that T 


know any other Reaſon that enforces 
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The Publiſber's Epiſtle to the Reader. 


4 concealment, befades that it was {ent 
ro me with ſucha Bond. Iam ſureno 
particular Perſon can pretend to any 
diſtaſte; and Saryr 6n general Subjects 
was ever Allowable, Religion and Go- 
vernment only excepted. 

But I nw{t Confeſs,that in the Third 
Part of this Poem.,there were ſome Ca- 
' pital Letters which began the Names 

of certain Poets of this Age, but them 
I have fo altered, left any Offence 
ſhould be given, that by them I am 
ſure no Diſcovery can be made. 1 
will no longer detain you from your 
better Divertiſement m the following 
Poem; which, if you have any good 
Nature, you cannot chaſe but favour, 
eſpecially if you carry along with you 
thoſe ſeveral Circumſtances which in 
the way will offer themſelves to you 
inthe Author's behalf. 

Farenel, 


Fy The 


1 


The Author's Epiltle. 


SER, 
Y Obedience to your deſire ſo happily concen- 
| tring with my Inclination to this Subject, has 
in leſs than a fortnight's ſpace produc d what here you 
fee. To you 1 __ not make any Apology for its Art- 
leſs Habit, who very well know my want of years, and 
a.neceſſary Experience in the Ages humour z nor can 
you reaſonably expe any extraordinary ftrokes from 
one whoſe thoughts are divided between ſo many vart- 
© ous Aﬀtiftions, ſince Ovid bimfelf, when Condemn'd 
to Baniſhment, was forc d to reſign that Spirit of Poe- 
try, which animated ali bis Works, | beſides that of his 
De Triftibus. _.. Beſides, I maſt defere your Patience 
to obſerve, that ( the Verſe T ufe being a kind of Dog- 
grel ) it is but Natural that now and then it ſhould 
run harſh and rugged ; nor do T believe I have done 
amiſs by forcing my ſelf ſometimes to be fo very plgin 
and familiar. As for the Rhyme and Meaſure, though 
perhaps they may not always anſwer the ſtrifleflt Laws 
yet I do not think it worth the while to make any excuſe 
for that, being faults ſo inconſiderable,thar they are ſel- 
dom reflefed on, but by the meaneſt ſort of Criticks, 
—» who want judgment to diſcern the Intrignes of Humour 
and Invention, which are the Principal Ingredients of 
a Poem, and which IT muſt needs confeſs are here ex- 
treamly deficient: For as this little Poem -was written 
extempore, . ſo it preſumes to kiſs your hand in its 
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The Author's Epiſtle. 


| Native unpoliſf/d ſbaps, not having the leaft thought 
or word of it Corretted, for to Morrow being the time 
' we deſign to take Shipping, I had not fo much leifure 


as to Tranſcribe it. 


F muſt Confeſs , it ſeems unnatural, that.one who 


pretends to the Title 'of a Poet, ſhould endeavour, as 
IT have done, to diſparage his own: Profeſſion.  How- 
ever, the Poets of this Age, whom. it- moſt concerns, TI 
hope will not take it unkindly of me, ſince doing thus, 
F only.follow the Example they have groen me ; for in 
that ſhort time of my Reſidence in London, among 
all the Poets I was in Company with, I heard little elſe 
beſides their Camplaints, and unmerciful damnings 
both of the Times and one another. Neither have I 
ſeen a Modern Play but either began-or ended in the 


fame Tune. - Some few of which I have, for Example- 


fake, here:preſumed| to quote; \ | 
| In-the Prologue to Aurenzebe: 
"VE Clergy thrives, and the Litigious Bar, 
; l | Dull Heroes fatten by the Spoils-of War. 


All Southern Vices ( Heaunbe-praisd ) are here; 


But Wit's. a Luxury you count. too dear. 

| In the Epilogue to the Libertine. 

'C' Death !- What a Nevil.would' you have us do? 7 

xDI Each take a Priſon, and there humbly. ſue, + 

Angling for ſingle Money in a Shoe ? 

| In the Epilogue to Monſteur Rogooe. 
"Am a Poet, and Pl\prone tt plain, 

B. Both by my empty Purſe,,and empty Brain. 


Pue 
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I've other Reaſons to confirm it too ; 

Pue great, and ſelf-conceits of all I do. 

As for my Play, I Pawn'd it to ſome Cit, 

At leaſt fix Months before my Play was writ: 

But when the: third'day comes, away T run, 

Inowing that then in ſholes come all my Duns. 

If theſe things make me not a proper Poet, 

He that has better Title, let him ſhew it. 

_Inthe Prologue to Theodoſins;. Or the 
Force of: Love. ©: 
N Poets only no kind Star ere ſmil'd, 
Curſt Fate has damn'd em every Mothers Child. 

T herefore be warns his Brothers of the Stage © 
To write no more t0 an ingrateful Age. 
Think what penurious Maſters you have ſerv d ; 
Taſlo ran mad, and Noble Spencer ftars'd. 
Turn then, mho e re thou art, that canſtWrite well, 
Thy Ink; to Gall, and in Lampoons. excell. 
Forſwear all Honeſty, traduce the Great, 

Grow Impuent, and rail againſt the State ; 


Burſting with Spleen, abroad thy Paſquils: ſend; 


And chooſe-ſome Libel-ſpreader for thy Friend. 


The Wit and Want of Timon point thy Min1, 


And for thy. Satyr-ſubjet chuſe Mankind. 
-Inthe Prologue to the Unhappy Favourite ;/ 
or the Earl of #fex. 
HE: Merchant, joyful with th” hopes of Gain, 
"Ventures his Life and Fortunes on the Main ; , 
But the poor Poet oft ner. does expoſe 


| More than. his. Life, his Credit, for Applauſe. 


The Author's Epiſtle. 
In the Epilogue to the ſame Play. 
 * T thoſe who call us Wicked,change their Sence, 
For never Men lis d more on Providence : 
Not Lott'ry Cavaliers are half ſo poor, 
Nor broken Cits, nor a Vacation Whore; © 
' Not Courts, nor Courtters living on the Rents. 
Of the three laſt angiving Parliaments. 
So Wretched, that if Pharaoh could Divine, 
He might have ſpar d his Dream of ſeven tean Hin 
And chang d the Viſion for the Muſes Nine. 
| And a little after. 

Tus not our want of Wit that keeps us poor, 
For then the Printer s Preſs would ſuffer more : 
Their Pamphbleteers their Venom daily ſpit, 
T hey thrive by Treaſon, and we ſtarve by Wit. 


Now I do.not blame theſe Ingenuous Gentlemen for 
inveighing againſt the thing to which they owe their 
Rain; nor were it to any purpoſe to endeavour to con- 
ceal a Truth fo generally taken notice of : For who is 
Ignorant of this, that a Man, in all Profeſſions, ex- 
cept that of Poetry, may with Honoar advance a Live- 
libood? Bat that ( though it may be ſometimes found 
proper for the Divertiſement of thoſe few who have 
leiſure to read it ) was ever known ts bequoft unprofi- 
table to the Authors ;, for few or none have been Ad- 
wvanced by it, though many have been hindred By this 
Art of Verſifying, from making their Fortane other- 
wiſe in the World. Tea, this Profeſſion is grown ſo 
Vile and abjett, that whereas others count it an Ho- 
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The Author's Epiſtle. 
nonr t0 be flifed Phyſicians, Barrifters, or the like ; 


theſe are offended with the very Name of Poet : And 


that with good Reaſon too, fince Poetry only glories 
in Diſguifing the Truth; for which cauſe it begins to 
be Baniſhed even from Theatres , to which alone it 
was Deſtinated; and Proſe is now come in requeſt, be- 
ing prefer d for its Gracefulneſs and Naturatneſs above 
it : By which means this Art is in danger to be con- 


fin'd to the Corners of Streets, to ſerve only for Songs 


and Ballads, Hence it was that Ovid was ſo ſeverely 
Punifhed by his Father, to make him leave off this 
Art, which proved ſo unlucky to him, that he became 
of a Rich Roman Knight, a Miſerable Exile among 
Barbarians. Hence Plato was pleaſed to Baniſh it out 
of his imaginary Common-Wealth. And Philip, the 
firſt Chriſtian Emperour, denied them thoſe Immuni- 
ties which he granted to all others. Numerous Inſtan- 
ces of this Nature offer themſelves to my Pen, but I 
muſt take care not to ſtretch my Epiſtle too far, for fear 
you ſhould Refleft on it, what was formerly ſaid on Sir 
Willtam D'avenant's Preface before' 5;zs Gondibert, 

A Preface to no Book, a Porch to no Houſe, 

Here 1s the Mountain, but where is the Mouſe * 
However, I muſt not neglef to deſire this one Favour 
of you, that after you have taken the pains to peruſe 
theſe uncigeſted Lines, you would be pleaſed to beſtow: 
on them a Fuveral Fire; or if you apprehend that 
Sentence to be t09 ſevere, I do moſt earneſily beg of 
you to heep them Secret to your ſelf, without ſhewing 


them to your truſtie/t Friend, at leaſt, with my Name- 


t0 
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The Author's Epiſtle. 


- tothem. It were ſuperfluous now to engage you not 
to convey them to the Cenſorious World through the 
Preſs, ſince that, and more was already by the prece- 
dent Caution imply d; beſides, the Opinion I have of 
your Candour, is better grounded, than to.admit of 

any ſuch Fealouſie. 

I will now only add my moſt hearty Thanks for all 
your Favours, particularly for the Piece of Gold 1 
Received incloſed in your laſt Letter; and had ſome 
others of my Relations proved as kind to me as your 
ſelf, or had 1 inmy own.Countrey met with encourage- 
ment any way ſutable to. my Endeavuours, I had not in 
= this Paſſion ſbaken hands with it. But now IT am in 

haſt to be gone, yet will for ever remain, 
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Deareſt Couſin ! 


Your aſſured, Faithful Friend, 

and moſt Humble Servant. 

Dated at Dover the Tenth 
day of Fonuary, 1682, 
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POETA DE TRISTIBUS: 
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Poets I Complain 
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Ince here I'm E's du u Yak down 
By the keen blows. of Fortunes frown, 

Whit Artand Nature yainly ſtrive , 

To make th' unhappy Poet live; 

Tle fly ſuch Native Plagues as theſe 

For Refuge, to the calmer Seas : 

And try 1t boading Stars diſpence 

Ev ry where the ſame influence. 

Climes vary Conſtitutions, ſo 


Why may not they change Fortunes too? 
B Through 
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Through th' habitable World Tle go, 


And if that fa, The ſearch for new. =” 


TO ner —ooagy wow 


Wir ſomewhere has a happy Reign, 


Or. Nayure prves-us Thonghes ip Yan.” 


Tho? here her bounty the provides 
For ev'ry thing which þycaghg beſides. 


* Then Preaches *tbre a Country Squire, 
Who his deep Learning dpes adnure;, 

And gives him fixſcore p6 
But he rauſt Marry 
Who 1s,f th: 2 
So he gdtsÞg with tar hope, .” 


So Quacks 5 aohyapthex ll. = 
Whilſt the hungry Poet may J | 
a ny | 


For an Imprimetur fy: 
Till has eatenrup his Play, I, 


Yet ſince the Pts has htdy had: - 
Its Liberty, 'tis neax as bad; _ 

For ſcarce a broken Shop-keeper, 

Ora caſt Serving-man grown. bare, 
But herds-among our ftaryed Crew, 
And fails a Writing Poems too.. 

1 he Plor, the Jeſwir, andthe Pope 

Are now,Stown Theamstor ey ry Fop. 
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The Dunct ade Batchtlotot "7 "FP 
Fillkan $ch han karys by heart, ... . 


ff 


hy 


Who: 
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Who by ſach wrerehed;:Ballad*ware; ' 
Makes Writing chonp, and Paper dear. 


See how the ga aping Merchants range, 
Hunting their Chapmen'on- the Cha 
Whoſe various Voices frame a ſou gs, 
Like Billows when their Ships are drown” d, 
And in one hour more fat 0 ſweat. 
Than th' Poctin a year can 
Thoſe worſt of Atheiſts! who do hold 
There is no Deity but Gold! 

They hate the Pocr 'cauſc he's poor, 
Andy only th' Golden Calf adbre. 

Our Plays, they ſay, are wicked dear, 

TH expence in Ba lads will go far. 

Nay, I proteſt I've heart ſome lay 

Plays are a kind of Þ | 

I the City-ſhops cheyite ughcProfanc, | 
As were Minc'd-pics inCronwel's Re 

Where, when for Dryden's WorksT came, 
They vow'd they-neveriheard ins Name. © 

But hey had Baxrer's; if you pleaſe: 

And ſuch-Ic precious as theſe. 

Bleſs 'em from Plays hy drather go 

Unto a Convent ic, or 10... 


The "WM Rad OR far onch! pits, 
He ſucks from the poar Poct's bran. 
He, and the Rn who does know 
Nothing beyond the Cris-cros-row, 

B 2 


Fi "y | 
Do ftill their HeadarbgetHer joyn i217) ++)! Ee! 


To cheat the Poerof his Coyn.. . 

Whil'& he, poor Drudge! muſttoiland fivea 
Honourableiftabs:co gedy! - ©EUGER 2 27l3 ont: he 
 Andis fore'dito fi dah: and-ftax;.. - trais 1424 


For the Lawrel*rilthe's rape 

And at laſt rogether.come \ 

To his Honour, and his Tomb: 

Tho' when dead, his Friends may nr raiſe : 
Enough to-gild his Fun' ral Days.” © #11 


The Players, who: Fats iow to: write: pivot 
Their Names, or tpell one'word. Pig MELO 1-10. 
-Or. read their Parts unleſs writ fair” Ri 2140) 
In a large Roman: Character; o "1 
Call us their Slaves;-who'for their oy 
Muſt toil, and all their folks "ja [16-291 
In gay Artire rach-day: Hi) 
- Eat well, and drink = R1 opens Wine, 
All fat and plump, cxceptſome few -. 
The French:mepi'provd:unyer rate, to. 
Look how they'ſtrut itas they: 
And in the Aredes a Boy 
As it they ld:there Act Princes ob : 


While < Poet ſncaking.all alone: x3 314 
In ſome by-lane where he's unknown; 
No farther rhare his Poricanigo,: to 15! 
And has a Pipe coth' Dadpgt £00:1 2 Jy 
ve Wh. £. {5 dt FS 1 
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T hardly a poor Lawyer know, 
Unleſs ſoine who are Poets too. 
They thrive by Rapine and Revenge, 
And making Enemies of Friends : | 
Feeding on others hopes and fears, 
On Orphants groans, and Widows tears. 
In ſhort, the World it ſelf; andall 
We Trade, and Art, and Science call, @_. 
Are grand Impoſtures ; falſe and vain,. 
Invented butto bring 1n gain. 


Aſtronomy does our Faith engage, 
And with dark Nortons cheats the-Age: . 
But take off its Diſguiſe, you'll ſee.” - 
It is as teign'd as. Poetry. - * \_ 
Elſe let it tor a certain ſhow. A 
Whether this Globe:has Wings orno,-. 
Or 9vid blame, who ſaid, the Sun.. 
Did run away with Pha#ton. 
I cannot chuſe but laugh to think: 
If theſe poor Moon-calyes had no Drink : 
But that-ſame thinniſh, blewiſh; Whey 
Preſs'd from green Cheeſe rth' Milky-way ; 
When Goddeſles, make the New Moon,  . 
How ſoon they'd throw their Croſs-ſtayes down ! 


What 15 Geometry, 11d know, - © - 
But a falſe Brat of . Fancy too? 
If *nis a Science, :;leviie tell 3-1 7 rtf 5 oe 
How far from hence the Stars do dwell: - Pres 


its)- i 


And due proportion'give between | 

A diref and a crooked Line. 

Yet while the Dotards 1it at home, 

Each Line 1s tip't with Golden Plumme ; 
And ſtill we find that-cach R7ght- Angle 
Some Gam or-other does entangk ; 

As Tonnellers catch Partndge; fo | 
Geometricians, you ruſt know, 


They cat,and drink;andſkep with Laſſes 
Between the Legs of their Compaſſes. 


_. So th' Natural: Philoſopher 

© perpetual Motion keeps aftr, 
But ſtraight his Engines reſt obtain, 
And all the Motion's in his brain ; 
Except ſome calic hand, forfooth, 


Although in'echer-t H s but Aſſe "IR | 


_ * 


That opens but to fill his mourh. 


Rhet'rick, which we ſo much adore, 
Ne'r had -a.perfe&t Orator. 
And yct their-mouths provide; Itrow,? 
As lame and cripled people's do, 
Who he, becauſe they cannot go. 


And what is Logick, but a cheat? 
Nothing, or ſomething worſe than 1t. 


To make Truth yield co 'Sophiftry, 
And bring home'Gold from- BARB ARA. 


A Delphick Sword, -bendsany way 
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The lingring Chymaſts blow their fire, 
Till their own Lamps of Lite expire, Me 
And ſearcheth for th' Inchanted ftone, 

Till they themſelves grow cold as one ; - 
Which they would quickly do, but that 

*Tis written inthe Book of. Fate, Ks 
The greatwork ( much too great for one) 
Cannot be carried on alone, 

But asks more hands; - and fo another, 


That's Rich, helps-lus poor Chymick Brother: 


Speak, dull Philoſopher ; what's all 
You, in nuſtake, do Science call ? 
Since Socrates with much ado, 
Learn't only that he nothing knew. 


There's nothing unconfin'd and free, 


Except the Soul of Poetry, oh 
When it does on our Organs play. 
Throw all your Myftick Books away, 
And ſtudy Natures Library: 

Mount up to Heaven's retulgent Throne; 
There by the Lab'ring Muſes drawn. 

Firſt, pauſe awhile, then Write, and all 
The Gods to Convocation call ; 

Then with Imperzous trowns ſurvey 


Poor Mortals damui'd to treading clay ;: 


And raiſing Piles, till pitying Fate 

Pulls the back ruins on their pate. 

There laugh ac Princes, who do groan 
Under the burden of a Crown: 
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And: 
A — 
> $7 3* 2 
v* 


IS, be 5. " FO A OT rs Boe IM 546 DT 4 00Y 
? Y : [4 £ OY 
* 3, 
| ( ) 
. 


Is but a Golden Slavery; 


And congemn Riches, which _ay's EIT 


Were Richer far in Poetry. 
Burt hold! yr | 

Im almoſtſtary'd, as F'ma Sinner, 
Prethee, Zack, Truſt me for a-Dinner. 


Poor Poct! what a wretch th'art grown? 
Caſt to a Dungeon from a Throne! _ 
Thou.who butnow did'{treach the Sky, 
Low asDeſpair art forc'd to lic: 


4 


Thoſe ſoaring thoughts thou didſt admire, . 


With thy Poetick. rage expire. ; 
*Twas but a Dream, and now I ſee 
Riddles unty'd to Fetter me. 


The Angels height procur'd their Thrall, in 


Bur 'tis my lowneſs makes me Fall. 
Had Nature g1y/n,me a Rich Mane, . 
As other Fops I'd happy. been:; 

Nor had I been cxpoſed:thus, 

'To make my plaints ridiculous. 


For Wit and Wealth ſuch Rivyals arc, 
Thar they can't Reign in the ſame Sphere, 
But as when Kings each other thwart, 
Th unhappy Subjects feel the ſmart : 

So thoſe t whom Nature has been kind, 
Muſt Fortunes Rage and Malice find. 

| And 'till theſe;Friends and Partners grow, 
Who can have Wit. and Money too : 


Fg 


But 


(9) 

But if the World hath ſuch a Creature, 
He's Monſtrous, and not made by Nature. 
Poets are Chymuſts, who want skall 
To perfect Metals as they will; 
Yet Clothes, or Money, what you pleaſe, 
Be ſure they turn to Sack wich cal: 
Then with that Sack they can prepare | 
Caſtles, nay, Kingdoms un the Air, £ 
And carve emdves whole Lordſhips there. 
But ſince they here ſo diſagree - 
 Abour a paltry Lawrel Tree, 
I wonder whata Dev they do, 
When to theſe fancy'd Lands they go: 
But hold! theylall be De'ties there, 
And every one will have tus Sphere. 
For all the Gods of which we read, 
Were by th' Almighty Poets made: - 

And they who did their God-heads make, 
May at their pleaſures take 'em back. 
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The Second CANT 0. 
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OW oftcn have 1 feenthe:Taylor, 
The Shoe-maker, and 'Milliner; '- -. 
And gv'ry Fop that ſells lus Ware, - + 
Ore this. poor Creature domineer?. _. 
And I can't chooſe but ke you know 18, - 
How a curlt Broker met a Poet, - + : 


Walking through Smithfield on a time, -- 


O're whom he Waggerd thus in Rhiume. 6 


Is this your Wit! the Devil rake it} -- 
For without queſtion he did. make it. 
The trueſt Wit is. Honeſty, 
And to get, Coyn your!Debts to-pay. 
Wit 1s an Afs, when Money's flow ; 
Nay, 'ris that makes the Aſs to go. + 
Why? Iambur a mean Trades-man, 
And yet do more than any Poet can. 
I walk the Streets, yet fear no Dun, 
Norin their Debts, nor from 'em run. 
Nox yet for tcar of being found our, 
Do walk half a mule about. 
Althe youre in White-Fryerslurking, 
Fve certait Ingenzers a working : 
. And, Sir, unleſs you quickly pay me, 
Expect a Vilit from a Bay/ze. e 
| This 


”! ON" {4 WNT 
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(x1) 

This Language leſs diſmaid the Poet, 
Having beewlong accuſtom'd'to it : 
Howere, he thought it not annſs 
To give him theſe tair promiſes. 


Sweet Sir! Lvow Tm nughtry forry 
You've ſo long tarry'd for your 'Mony: 
But ſhould you my-late/Suffrings hear, 
Pity would force you ro forbear. 
Howe're, as-ſoon asth* FTerm'begin 
I ſhallrecruit my ſelf} agen; ; 

For my Play wi borexly een |) 
Laſt Night the Lord*— read what Fd made ont; 

And ſhould I tell yow what-hefaid ont, 

'T would be immodeft'iin'the Author; 
But you'll hear more of-1t-hercafter. 
How'ere, to tellyou-as' at Frrend; 

He did it nightily commend. 

And 'twixt meandyou, hefaid, 

He did not queſtion to perfwade' © 
The King, and Court, toſcerrÞPlayd; )* 

 Andif it takes, (which Tdon'tftear) 
*Tmay bring an hundred pounds, or near: 

And for your great Givility; © | 

Sir, youre the firſt T intend to pay: 


When this Doggrel Speechwasended, 
The Poct, ang, | owly bended; | £ 
Took his leave, by meattended.. * 
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' . We had not walk'd paſt half fo far 


As 'twixt Fleet-Bridge and Temple-Bar, 
Ere my ſad Brother was ſo kind, 


As thus to let me know his mind. 


Oh, wretched Man! what ſhall I do! 
Or whither had I beſt to go! 
Fob happy was, compar'd to me, 
A Prince in th' midſt of 's muſery. 
Oh Heavens! ſince all his Griefs I know, 
Why have I not his Patience too ? 


Hells ſelf leſs Torment does contain 


Than 1s lodg'd in a Poer's brain; 
Howe're we may hereafter fare, 

Fm ſure we meet Damnation here. 
F'd rather be a Dog ; or Cat; 

The thing which next my ſelf I hate: 
A Snake, an Adder, ora Toad : | 
To theſe once Egypt's Dotage bow'd: 
But me, the wretched'ſt thing e'r Born, 
Ev'n theſe by inſtinct loath and ſcorn, 
Then fighing, 0h, my Play! he cry'd ;, 


My Play both Houſes have deny d. 


They tell me, that their Summer-ſtore 
Will all this Winter laſt, or more: 
Beſides, that mine won't pleaſe the Times, 


' Being Tragedy, and writ in Rhimes. 


Oh, I am ruin'd utterly! 0). 
What ſhall I do! My Play! My Play! 


There's 


wi 
* 
2 >” 
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\ 


There's no one knows what pains I took, 
Ere I ſtretch'd it to a Book. _ 

Nine Months my Muſe labour'd to bring 
Forth this Abortive, haplefs thing : 

And ſuffer'd more than can be told 

Of Summers heat, and Winters cold. 

I've walk'd from Morning until Noon,. 

*T wixt' Lyon-Fields and Kentiſh-Town; © 
Study'ng my ſelf hungry and dry, _ 

I envy'd th' Beggers on the way. 

.Then being forc'd to jogg it home 

Empty as a vacuum: 

I'd no way to appeaſe my Hoſteſs, 

But vow my Play fimſh'd almoſt is; 

Then reading what I'd made of't ore; 

She'ld truſt me for one ſhilling more. 

But ſince ſhe heard it was refus'd, 

None can gueſs how I've been us'd. 

"Bout Eight o'th' Clock on Thurſday Morning, 

(My Angel then giving me warning) - 

I had ſcarce lock d my, Door, bur th Baily 
Knock'd, ſaying, he'd a Letter 'for me: _ 

From firſt fo laſt, heknock'd an hour, 

ErcI could get himto give o're; 
But when he ſaw it was in vain, 

The Rogue went ſwearing back again. 

But from that time to Sunday Morning, . . 

I kept the Fort, for all their Storming, _. 

Then withour fear away I went; . 

Thanks to the King and Parlement.. 


[I A [ 


(44) 
And now. it, is five days,.compleat, 

Since I had any thing to.cat:. 

Nor know I where to, get Relict, 

No, not one Mcal:to =_ my Lite. 

Ive not a Neighbouy, or Relafion, 

But when they {ce me, quit ther Station, 
\ And from me, as a Plague, they, gg, 

I wiſh my Creditors.would do,ſo! 


The Devl a rag of, Clothes, has, Jack at. 


*Sides theſe you' ſee upon-my, b! 
And they're ſo torn, Im.takenſtall 


I - 
On 


For a walking Paper-Mill: ©... ' | 
My Hat 15 like a Fqpnd.grawn,. f 
To vent the Vapqurs of, my Crown, 


M' Eternal Perugze does appear, 
Golden. as Apolly's Har. | 
Andthe Moſs which hide my, Fage. 

Is thicker, and as long as po 


My Breeches like th' Ship, Argo, ſeem. 
| Whichis, and yer1s not the ſame, 
For*tis ſo patchrd, you cannot. call; - 
One ſhred of*t the Orignal,' | 


As for my Cloak, 'tis welLenough,. 
Only 'tis outof Faſhion, now, . 
| ButT'm content. my Rags does hide, 
For thus 1s an ull time tor Pride, 


(15) 


My Stockings are worfe rent and torn, 


Than ever Pozerty was drawn: - 

And round about more Stars appeary 
Than Urſa major has ih th' Sphere, © 
Or any Conſtel/atio# there. »Þ 


My Shoes,made of thih Spaniſh Leather, 
Do ſigh, and ſob this Rainy Weather : 
And in dumb Languige of their own, 
Pity mine, 'caule rhelf Souls are gone. 


» 


As for riiy Linnen, let't alone, ) _ 
It needs not a Defcription; _. . : RET 
As Im a Poet, I have hone, Yi 
My lac'd Crevat lies .in Shoe-Lane, 
Pawnd for Tripe, atid Chirterlin, - 
With an honeſt Mortier thete, ©. _ 


£ » 


One Miſtreſs Smith, a*itwaller., 


My Shirt lies Morgag'd ina Caller, 
About the middle of Long-Acre, © _ 
With a Shee-Cook; eAPd- Goody Da#tor, 
For Porrage,Beans,arnd Chipsof Mutton. 


Oh that I hadia wooden Leg! 
Or bur one Arm, cherriviohe tes! Y 
Fd Steal or Cheat; did I know how. 
"Tis better hanz tharypertth 40. . 


I could 


> ” 


(16) 
I could not hear this piteous moan 
Unmov'd, norlet him ſigh alone. 


; But when Idall the Comfort gave, 


He could from Friendly Advice receive; 
I lent him fix-pence, which was half 

Of the ſmall Stock I had my ſelf. 

Then after many thanks, and vows, 

Unto White-Fryers ſtraight he gocs: _. 
Where Bread and Checſc he ſaid held buy ; 
Or fill tumaſelf with Curds and Whey. 


$6 


To this poor Wretch, who once was known 


You ſee what Malice Fate has ſhown : 


To be the gayeſt Spark in Town. 

One who would'play at fix-pence gleck, 
And go to Creſwe['s once a week : 

Who Din'd at Locket's ev'ry day, 

And fate inth' Boxes at a Play. 
Envy it ſelf cannot diſpraiſe _ : 
His Poems, nor ſome of his Plays. 
Three of which juſt Applauſe did bear 
In the-Roya/ Fheatre, , _* i lt, 
Lords and Knights deſired to be 1 
Made happy in tus Company ; . 

And did with a due Revrence mark 
Him, as he walk'd the Streets or Park. 
But this did in a moment cealc, ,, 

'Twas but a ſudden, ſhott-liv'd blaze, 
Like that which is from Meteors ſent, : | 

Which end their Shine when th' Fuel's ſpent. 

| et. Running 


>.» 


— 
Running in Debt, and living High, 
And the lifling of his laſt Play, 
Did bring hins to this Miſery. 


Take heed, this Fate provenot their own! 
For I'vea ſhrewd ſuſpicion! 

Tve ſeen the briskeſt of our Crew 

Walk peny-lefs, and hungry too, 

In 7emple-walks, "bout Dinner-rime, 
Digeſting his crude thoughts int Rhume, 
Where, it he meets with a Sir-fool, 
With empty Head, and Pockets full, 
Up to him ſtraight he'll make, and cry, 
Where does your Worſhip Dine to day? 

I was this Morning bid by two, : "= 


May all the Sons of Helicon 2 


Bur Faith I don't much care to go, 
T'd rather take a bit with-you. 
Then, ſtretching, ſwears hes not right, 
Since being plaguy drunk laſt Night. - 
And's Company, you.nceds muſt know, 
My Lord= Sir Fohn-- and God knows who. 
But tho' the Gallant he attacks, 
Not the leaſt Invitation makes: 
He muſt, he ſays, out of eſteem, 
Not that he's Hungry, wait on him. 
Then as ſoon as Dinner's cnded, 
And his laſt Work read and commended, 
( Which without Vanity, he ſays, 
Is th' beſt he writ, tus Maſter-piecce. ) 
| D He 


He whiſp'ring un his Cully's ear, 

Makes his Neceſſity appear : 

Tells him of his laſ-mghts expence, 
And how he's not recruited ſince. 
Then begs his Pard'n, he muſt away, 
To get a Ticket for th! new Play, 6 
Acted at the Duke's Houſe to day. 


Tvve ſev'ral Coffee-Howſes known 
By theſe unhappy Gueſts undone, : 

For People, now adays,are grown 

So wile, they firſt of all peepin, } 

And if a Poet there 1s ſeen, -- i : 

They preſently down ftairs agen: I 

For who a Devil caresto fic 14 

To bedrawn by a Poet's wit? | 

Sir Am rous canit-make a-Relation / - ©. - 

Of his laſt-nights Aſſignarion: 4 - * 

The Sycophant can't exerciſe 

His Art, tor theſe quick-fighted Spies : 

Nor Fopling comb his Wigg-butthey 

Make it aHlumour for aPlay. = 

The Chear, the Pick-pocker, and Bully, 

( Who're the beſt Gueſts, and ſpend moſt Money ) 

Fhe the loath'd Houſe where theſe appear, + 

As if the Conſtable were there, 


Who're great pretenders unto Wir, 


Bur there are ſome of Honour yet, 
And that they m' ſeem r*-encourage if, 


Will 


_ (9) 


Will have a Poet at their tail; 

And whom to know that you mayn't fail, 
Has an old-faſhion thread-bare Coar, 

Foul Linnen, Hat not worth a groar. - 

It it be Summer, Freeze hel wear; 

In th' Winter Stuff, and that ſo'bare, £ 
His Lice can ſcarce find Harbour there. 
Perhaps, he wears a Sword by's fide, 

To 'ts Hilt one yard of Ribband ty d. 

_ In fine, by all he meets, he's Cane 

To be thi Epitome of Long-Laye. - 

And when their Lord-ſhips walk before 
To th' Tayern, or to ſec a Whore, 

He's caution'd not to come too mgh, 
Leſt he diſgrace the Company : 
But b hind ike one new fluxt does crawl, 
And lets each Foot-boy take the Wall. 
But when he comes to tir placedeſign'd, 
Their Lordſhips uſe to ſeem more kind. -. 
There he may ſwagger, ſwear, and he, 
And do any ching ---— but pay. ' 
Then after a ſufhicienc ſtay, | 
Borrows a Crown, and ſo good-bye. 
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"The Third CANTO. 


be c'cn forgot'to let you know © _.. 
| TheClubw' once kept in Channel-ron; . 
Where A. & B. C.D. & L,_ 
Were th' elements, oth” Company : - 
But all which paſtthere'was-ſo common; 
'Tis ſcarce worth th pains of a Relafion;. ' 
How they kept a hideous pother, -_. 
| Damming the Times, and oneanother... 
Who moſt Glafles did deſtroy,  .. |. 
Or with moſt Courage: bear the Boy... 
How ſuch-a-one conmends a Whore, . 
Which rother prizes Sack. before. 
Or who ſo neatly div'd away, ©. 
Ere he his Reckoning did pay.. 
Humours ſo.trite as theſe; are known . 
 Toevry Tapfſter ia the Town. 
| But ere they ſo unruly grew, _ 
Thus cach ones Character I drew... Fr 1k 


A. as 'tis firſtinth' Alphabet, 
So here he took the higheſt ſear. 
As'one whoſe Fortune, Birth, and Wit, 
Indeed did truly merit it. 
And here he neither ſtruts nor ſwaggers; 
AsIhave known ſome Kings o'th' Beggers. 


But 
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OY; 
But that convenient diſtance gave, 


Which elfe they Id take without his leaye.  -- - - 
Burt him let all with Rev'rence name 

The Darling, and the Pride of Fame: + 

Who's ſo all over wrapt in Bays, _ 

There's nothing to be ſeen bur's Praiſc. 

He's one t whom cach Officious Muſe 


. Were of their Favours ſo profule; 
"That they have brought themſelves to be 


Fed by his Mercy now; and we; 

The little Infants of the Art, 

Do as ſeverely feel the ſmarr, 

Deny'd a Younger Brothers part. 

Nay, all our ſtocks won't mount t a ſum - 
To pay him-an Encomium. 


_ He's one whoſe Works, in times to come, 


W.ll be as Honour'd, and become 
Deathleſs as Ber's or Cowley's are, 

As Beaumont, Fletcher, or Shakeſpear, 
One he himſclt is pleas'd r adnure.. 

Nor could theſe Laureats living, be 
Bercer prefer'd, or lov'd than he. 

What could the. Muſes more have done,-, 
Or Apollo tor a Son?.. T2 

Yet ſtill he diſcontented 1s, 


\ And ſnarles atall the happineſs 


The Richeſt Poetry can bring, | 
And wounds it too.with its own Sting, -. 
But who can blame that Active Soul, 


Which ina larger Sphere would roul? . 
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Whoſe Wit and Learning docs-deſerve 
More than that narrow Art can give. 


Next unto A. B. took his place, 
Or Sir Fopling, 1f you pleaſe. 
I mean that Famous Limner, who 
So exactly his own Picture drew. + 
Bleſs me! how neat a Wigg he has! 
What a rich Watch and Pocker-Glaſs ! 
What a gay Suit trim'd all abouc ! 
Made by a French-man without doubt, 
His Ruffles and Cravat's all Lace, 
Poynt a Venice he ſays 1t15. [42h 
To what advantage docs he wear 


His Rings? How ſtutt with Stoncsthey are? 57 


One having this Inſcription, 

My Plow is all my Portion. 

For you muſt know he's keptby a Mas, 
A French one too, T've heard ſhe is; 
Whoſe Favours tho' he tnves to ſhew, 
Her ſcars he has, I aflure you too. - 
Here I muſt his Deſcription end,” + 


For fear he ſhould a Challenge ſend. : be 


Tho' he had better ſtay at home, 
To Hector Foot-boy, or a Groom. 


On th other ſide Heroick C. 

| Did ſear himfclt moſt formally. 

Whoſe Clothes now did not ſeem ſo bad, 
Becauſe he lately vampt '*em had. 


His 


(23) -T | 
His Hat new dreſs'd, darn'd were his Hoſe, 1 
And neatly underlay'd his Shoes. 

His Lac'd Cravats again appear, h. 
And his kind Laundrefs lets him wears 

His Ruffies, and an Hankercher. : 

And now he feems to be a made Man, 

Since he an Int'reſt got in Cadem---- 

Who now-and-then does not refufe | 
A Crown, t' encourage a ſow Mule, | 
A Diſh of Coffee, or Bocher, 

Or on a Sunday a Mecals-mear. 

And *tis moſt Charitably done, 

T* encourage ſuch a wretched one, 
Without hopes of a Recompence, - 

Ar leaſt *rill two or three years hence, 
About which time his Play, we gueſs, 
Will be ready for the Preſs. 

He's one who much of Oxford talks, 

Irs ſtately Structures, Air, and Walks : 
Who, in his time, were Proctors there; : 


How often he was caught, and where, 
Or with. what cratt he *ſcap'd the ſnare. 
But if you ſpeak one word of 's Chumb, 
The man ammediately grows dumb. 


Then who fat next, if you would know it, 
'Twas D. the brisk lack-latine Poet ; 
Who'll talk of Virgil and Horatizs, > 
Homer, Ovid, and Lucretins. 


And | 


# 


| (24) 
And by the help of I know who, 
Sometimes preſumes to quote 'em too. 
He's the fam'd Comedian of the Town, 
Who near a dozen Plays docs own, 
Tho Idare ſwear hene'r writ one: . 
But he has good Acquaintance, tho, 
Iamintorm'd, aLord or two, 
To whom he brings the lump ; and they 
.Club to mould it to a Play. ; 
And if my Author tells me right, 
Epiſtles too themſelves they write. 
May they continue to do. ſo, 

.Or elſe poor. D. .toth' Goal muſt go, 
Angling for ſingle Money in a-Shoe. 


Laſtly, I muſt my ſelf explain, 
One of the ſame unhappy Train : 
Who neither Wir or Learning boaſt, 

For both are 1n a Poet loſt. 
| Scatter'd to nought 1n his Carrecr, 
Through Airy Roads, he knows not where. 
Neither do I hope to find 
One grain of Fortune lett behind. 
For all I graſp'd which pleas'd me here, 
VVhether they V Vealth,or Honours were, 
As ſoon they were ſnatchd back .again, 
And ſwallow'd in this Hurricane. 
Bur, Sir, I necd not op'e to you 
"Theſfc Ulcers of my Fate anew, 
You ve ſeen ſo ofr, and pirty'd roo, 
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Becauſe thou art. invokd by us,, 
_ We - dann tortur'd thus? 
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All the Muſes ask thee SH. 
Thou 'do priſt 'em tox ach Slavery 


And wie hl leon op a Town, > Wh 5 : xþ 


E = $6* 4 4 wt 
"i X 
: wid k. 

# « 3 


For to inf —_ f 
Theſe rad'ent mevtc IKE eat 
Sure thou w path Foun obelows ih 65 

For 'tis not Pali et ON ON 201th; 


No! Kings their reat: CK Wig yo Off: 
By their Szbjefts W and Pow'r, 2 | 


Nay, th' Gods maz;loſetheir Deuks;.. 23 L 
If their Religious Yotaries 
THoIPY E | Do 


CEL Wt, 
"SIO 


# 1 7 
Ts oy 


S. 
a ws 


” 


Do ſo Poor and:Needy! grow, 


. hy Fu Ie "0 ELLE, Cele 
- adect th ” hs OY ee » Wh ledge 5, 0 
= . T % 
- > 
; "26 
. 
% 
* V - 
o 
. . 4 4% 


| "ip St 0 1 e: 
Thar they want V78ims ro beſtow.” -'- - 


But Wit will above all things ceaſe, - - 
Deny'd the helps of. Wealth and Eafe. 
It muſt be cheriſh'd and kept warm ; 
Which, like the Halcyon, hates a Storm. 
Bur ſince I find I am usd fo, 

And treated worſe than 7urk or Fewe 
Since the Tinker and his Trull | 
Strut it withtherr Bellies full: © 
Since the Cobler and the Sweep-Chimn 
Live happicr and more fafe than me, 
FIl quit thy Service, great Apollo, 

And ſome new Vocation follow :. 

And tear thy Idee's fromi'my Brain, 


jo R__— Do — "> 
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But muſt Ifrom thy Service'go-- ! © 


| Naked, in mid'ſt of Winter too?! { '- 


Did I for this a year, or more, - 
Thy Airy, empty-Shrineadore? - * | 


Arc thus my Cares and Warchings pay'd? 


The thouſand Vows and Pray'tsT:miade?' 
The Lights which on thy Altar ſhone, - 


When thou;wertforc'd ro hide thy own? 


Think how oft thou haſt mie efpy'd © 
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} Thou know] did thy Image greet, © fe _ 
- — And fang a thouſand Hymns tour. © 7 1 

. But ſince I find1am thus ſery'd, rv 
Rent and torn; and-almoſt ſtary'd, . £191 

Yet would'ſt thou:haveme-longer ſtay ©» 
To expect a fairer Day? | * HE Pons 

| Should I be couzen'd to do fo, 

And again my Vows renew, : 


My Caſe would neven better'd be 2 | 


Under thy;Conduct; no, tho' I 
Should ſhare in th' Immortality. 
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Go jilt among thy Vorries there, 
And clap 'em with Poetick fire ! 
Fle to ſome Rhymer of the Town, 
By his lean, hungry Viſage known! 
That Renegado, whifling Blade, 
Who's not himſelf but when he's Mad ! 
But 'tis not all thy Syrex-charms 
Can again tempt me to thy Arms: 
| ForT too well thy Couz'nage know, 
Thy hollow Heart, and painted Brow. 
How firſt thou to my Brain did creep, | 4 
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